Siam
the old kings of Cambodia sleep. The ashes
of the queen-mother have been deposited there
recently after a cremation attended with im-
memorial rites, with a ceremonial of dance and
music dating back beyond all doubt to the
days of Angkor.
It is  about an  hour's journey from the
monastery to the pagoda consecrated to the
manes of this old princess, which is the goal of
my pilgrimage.   The sun is getting low when
we perceive it, in a kind of glade in the midst
of the bush.   Amongst tall, slender palm-trees,
the green plumes of which dominate the sur-
rounding jungle, it appears before us all illumi-
nated by the Bengal lights of the setting sun, its
tarnished  gildings gleaming softly like some
precious piece of antique jewellery.   Its image
is reflected in a solitary pool strewn with eyots
of pink lotus.   It is ornamented, needless to say,
with long, golden horns, which part in all
directions from the roof; and it stands on a
triple-staged pedestal, on the ledges of which
monsters, in attitudes of mockery, are consumed
with laughter, with the horrible laughter of a
death's head   Hearing our elephants approach-
ing, some of the monks, robed in lemon-yellow
and draped in orange-yellow, open the doors
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